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5 Go to my study, you two/ he said,c and wait
till I come.   Mary, take them out.'
But over Mrs. Roger a spell seemed to have
been cast; she did not move. Crimson shame
had covered Smith's face; the constable stood
stolid. Roger's spare figure stiffened. He made
but half of either Smith or the constable, but the
expression on his face, sharp, firm and sour,
redressed the balance.
* Go along,' he said to Smith.
Smith moved towards the door, but the two
children had placed their backs against it.
Roger's very whiskers seemed to go red,
6 This is too much of a good thing,3 burst
from his tightened lips.
At this moment of exquisite deadlock the sense
of duty which dominated a sober Smith came to
the rescue. With a deep sigh he took a child
by the belt with each hand, lifted them bodily
from the door, set them down, and went out.
* Go to my study, you two,' said Roger again.
The two children went out into the hall.
* Are you going to the study, Fwancie ? *
6 Hell birch us.'
c He shan't,' said Eustace. c Let's arm our-
selves with knives.'
c No,* said Francie; e let's go away with
Smith.'
* Smiff will only bwing us back/ said Eustace ;
s let's go by ourselves.'
* All right,' said Francie.